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To 

My honored and beloved Friend and Teacher, 

Rev. GEO. W. EATON, D. D., LL. D., 

Whose connection with my Alma Mater as Professor 
began in the same year with mine as Pupil, and whose sym- 
pathy, counsel, and affection I have enjoyed for the subse- 
quent thirty-six years ; 

By whose earnest solicitation my reluctance to accept 
the appointment of the Jubilee poet was overcome ; 

Whose long continued and indefatigable devotion to the 
interests of Madison University entitles him to be ranked 
as the Nestor among its noble instructors and supporters, 

^\\% settle Uolume, 

Containing some simple retrospective rhymes in reference 
to the just completed Jubilee of the University, is 

AFFECTIONA TELY DEDICA TED. 



..'» -^Ot^'M : 



PREFATORY. 

No overweening estimate of the value of these 
verses induces their author to print them in their 
present form : but .simply the wish of many friends 
that they should be made accessible to the Alumni 
of Madison University, with less delay than their 
appearance in the Jubilee Memorial volume will 
necessarily involve. They are properly a part of 
that work, and their separate publication is not 
designed to be, in any sense, a withdrawal of 
them from the hands of those to whom its prepa- 
ration is intrusted. 
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A POET'S song, the festival to grace, 

Keeps now, as in the olden time, its place ; 
A measure light, like dessert after meat. 
Quick to digest, if profitless to eat ; 
A round of rh3anes, like grapes whose nectar drips 
Its fi-esh delight on pleasure-sated lips; 
Bubbles of breath, like ruby-beaded wine, 
That heavy eyes from sleeping woo to shine : 
A poet's song, thus framed, is just the thing, 
I come upon the stage ( ten miles ! ) to sing. 

If but in Greece this wood-crowned hill arose. 
Or eke the stream that through yon valley flows, 
Parnassian strength and sweet Castalian grace. 
Blent in my song, you'd fitly seek to trace ; 
But these green heights Apollo's feet ne'er 
trod : 



8 RETRORSUM, 

The lovely Nine ne*er danced upon their sod ; 
No Delphic frenzy in their bosom burns, 
That common breath to inspiration turns, 
Nor any muse, invoked beneath their shade. 
The laboring bard could hear or give him aid. 
Ask then of me no lays the gods inspire, 
I give you Saxon hail and not Greek fire. 

And "Welcome" first! Match me this Saxon 

word. 
By any phrase Hellenic ever heard ; 
Match me its force, with honest fervor fired, 
By any thought of Helicon inspired. 
This hearty word, this "Welcome," here to-day, 
Who than your bard has better right to say? 
Welcome, ye sons, in Alma Mater's name. 
Aye, welcome all, to share or swell her fame, — 

With happier pride than erst she ever knew. 
With wider arms, she bids me welcome you ! 
In other years she called you to her feet. 
And answering scores received her greeting 
sweet ; 
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To-day she calls, and legions climb the height, 
Where stands her shrine all lovely in our sight ; 
Her sons fresh girt with armor from her walls. 
Others who bring fair trophies for her halls. 
And graybeards more, who at their mother's 

beck. 
Come back to fling their arms around her neck ; 
While here and there are heads so reverend 

grown. 
As fathers, more than sons, of all they're known. 
Yet their white locks and thin, like tattered flags. 
Attest the love that ne'er in fealty lags. 
A thousand sons, and from a thousand fields, 
Bearing rich spoils upon their well worn shields. 
Not spoils of blood, not rapined gems and gold. 
And seldom wealth, in glittering symbols told ; 
But in God's book, I rede ye, tears and toils. 
Patience and prayers, are counted priceless spoils I 

Whence come ye not at this auspicious time.? 
This to unfold would burden less my rhyme. 
Than the dim paths of distance which your feet, 
Or slow or swift, have trod ere thus we meet. 
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In your glad smiles to-day are mirrored bright, 
Of all earth's skies some stolen rays of light ; 
With tropic glare the northern twilights fuse. 
And morning's glow melts into sunset's hues. 
" No pent up Utica " suffices you, 
( Save for an hour or more, as you came 

through ) j 
But this, " whole boundless continent " and more, 
Your toils enrich, your eager feet explore ; 
Yet, far or near, your Alma Mater's hill 
O'ertops the Alps and proves your Mecca still. 
Pilgrims of joy 1 the call you heed to-day, 
Binds you but once on Time's swift-trodden way. 
It has not been; it shall not be again. 
While drop apart the links of Life's frail chain, 
That here we keep, with mingled smiles and tears, 
High festival of fifty rounded years. 

Alumnus O beatus 1 be there one 
So young this happy day to see its sun. 
Who yet shall live the vision to behold. 
When fifty years by two for one are told, 
Of Alma Mater's growth and glory great. 
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Crescent and crowned with a full century's state ; 
That shall her fame to-day, eclipse as far 
As sunlight whelms the glimmer of a star : 
When here at once a thousand sons are nursed, 
And by ten thousand tongues, with pride, re- 
hearsed 
Her just renown for classic lore, nor less 
For secret laws which Nature's lips confess ; 
When men shall count it honor to endow 
Her thronging chairs, and nevermore, as now, 
Be chiefly heard our Alma Mater's sighs 
Of need, that swell to (thousand) doUarous cries. 
. Your rich largess, Colgate and Trevor,^ flows. 
With healing balm for her pecunious woes; 
And kindred gifts in scores or decades told. 
Would usher in her happy " age of gold." 

Are there to-day those happy eyes that see 

Our Alma Mater's fair prosperity. 

Which saw through clouds her little struggling 

star, 
But dared not hope 'twould shine so bright and 

far? 
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Too deep their joy for other sign than tears, 
Seeing what God has wrought in fifty years ! 

It was God*s work ; man*s patience and hiS" 

strength 
Had wearied both, if tried at such a length ; 
Harvest so slow his hands had left to spoil. 
Had not the Lord inspired and crowned his 

toil 1 
IJoDor unspared to those great-hearted ones, — 
Our Alma Mater's fathers, not her sons ! 
A radiant band, remembered as " The Seven," 
Who living less for self and earth than Heaven, ^ 
'Hiought, prayed, and toiled, and wept, and 

freely spent, 
And built of all their loss this monument. 
Honor be theirs ; immortal every name. 
And unto God the glory all the same. 

No Pleiad group, these starry names I ween. 
For looking yet again, we count thirteen ; 
More like the stars our flag's blue baldric bore. 
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When first it waved this land of freedom o*er ; 
Thirteen true souls, in league for noble ends, — 
Of God and man and sacred learning friends, — 
Planted a germ, a mustard-seed of faith, 
Watered with tears and fanned by praying 

breath. 
Which grandly grown, a tree of Knowledge 

stands, 
And yields its fruit for near and distant lands. 
And in the shade of this symbolic tree. 
Our hearts and tongues are keeping jubilee. 

I pray you all a little legend heed, — 
Legend, I say, but it is true indeed : — 

Upon this classic hill-side stood, 

->«kUMni. 

A hundred years ago, 
A tree than whose, wide leagues of wood 
No kinglier crest* could show : 

A stately elm of wondrous girth. 
And triple arms outflung ; 
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Whose shadows half a rood of earth, 
Like giant clouds, o'erhung. 

Erelong the startled valley broke, 

In echoes far and wide. 
From the swart settler's lusty stroke. 

Scarring the elm-tree's side. 

The fatal axe its grandeur felled. 
And laid its proud head low; 

Nor pitying eye the ruth beheld, 
Nor quivered with each blow. 

Yet in the godly woodman's soul. 

He nursed a holy aim : 
To till the ground and gain his dole, 

In God's most blessed name. 

And kneeling in the elm-tree's shade, 
Its deep-scarred heart anear, 

A solemn vow to Heaven he made. 
With Heaven alone to hear : 
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" If on my toil and tilth shall fall 

God's increase and His smile, 
To Him again, I'll render all, 

With joyful heart the while." 

The forest fell beneath his hand, 

His seed brought sixty fold, 
Peace crowned his hearth and wealth his land, 

While thirty years were told. 

The good man's wife his vow had shared^ 

Tender of heart and true ; 
Since God for him and her had cared,. 

Their debt to God was due. 

All their broad lands, with one sweet will, 

They gave to God again : 
These verdant fields, this wood-girt hill. 

Forever to remain — 

To hallowed learning consecrate; 
And where the elm had grown. 
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This day, in antitypal state, 
It stands transformed in stone. 

The godly pair had ne'er forgot 

Their tree of triple stem ; 
Which vailed, that they discerned it not, 

A parable for them. 

That secret sense at last grew clear. 

The parable' was known ; 
Three sacred schools in one appear, 

Shrined in those walls of stone. 

If the old elm-tree bourgeoned still. 
And on its bole, graved deep. 

The names which this fair legend fill, 
Their memory dear to keep : 

Not half so sacred, half so grand. 

That monument, I rede. 
As are yon rude old walls that stand, 

Vocal with saintly deed. 
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Yet ere my song in silence dies, 
Sound, harp of mine, one strain, 

That through its lapsing harmonies, 
We*ll think with joy of Payne.^ 

Fifty round years shrink to a little span. 
Measured alone, when Timers vast course we: 

scan ; 
But fairly judged by what they bring about. 
The span may stretch so far that if left out 
Of History's scope, the blank might wider seem^ 
Than five dull centuries' space along the stream^ 
To such acclaim as this, their record swells 
The five decades our Alma Mater tells. 

The self-same year that saw her race begun. 

Brought store of fame to Copenhagen's son ; ' 

Who, with keen thought and quick discerning 

glance, « 

Saw Volta's pile the needle's poles entrance ; 

And married then, with bonds of mystic wire, 

The magnet's force and weird electric fire : 
2 
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Than which no marriage myth of old Greek days 
Bore progeny that grew to such amaze. 
By Jupiter (your pardon, but I do not seek 
In phrase profane with emphasis to speak), 
By Jupiter this fame was not outdone. 
When Maia gave him Mercury his son, 
A famous god, skilled both of hand and heel. 
With this to speed his flight, with that to steal. 
But Jove's fleet errand boy (the arrant rogue !) 
Lived when the telegraph was not in vogue; 
And living now, he'd trade cap, wings, and cloak, 
For fifty shares of Western Union stock, 
Or cheat the Company, if he were able, 
Out of a right in the Atlantic cable, 
And spare his heels by flashing o'er the wires 
Olympian messages and, chief, his Sire's. 
To Oersted's ken, just fifty years ago, 
Wheatstone and Morse their splendid honors 

owe ; 
Not they had linked our speech to Heaven's 

fleet fire, 
Had he not forged that mystic ring of wire. 



^ 
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Thy grandest works, O potent Steam, belong 
To this great orb just rounded in my song; 
Its earliest days, scarce conscious of the might, 
Like wizard spell, locked in thy pinions light. 
The venturous youths who came, a single pair,* 
The first to seek our nursing mother^s care, — 
Nor thought a little lore a dangerous thing, — 
Of railroad routes had no imagining. 
I little doubt they hither came afoot. 
Such locomotion best their means would suit : 
Poor students they — I mean in worldly pelf. 
And no reproach, I came of such myself, 
And later twenty years, when railroads still 
Kept far away from this secluded hill ! 
Ah ! while I sing of marvels accomplish 
Within the scope of our glad jubilee. 
Why is it not, O Steam, my happy lot, 
To sing a railway at this favored spot? 
An end so long desired, so long undone^ 
Had filled my theme with wonders, all in one. 
Then, blest relief! despite Alumni's call, 
I had not come upon the stage at all ! 



^ 
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But now, alas 1 no railway in our vale,* 
My verse must not of other marvels fail, 
Achieved by Steam since, on this happy height, 
Fair Learning plumed her wings for sacred flight. 
Athwart the land a thousand meshes spread, 
Steam's iron nets to catch the gains of trade, 
And, comet-like, the flying cars are hurled. 
With fiery trains, half round the reeling world ; 
While, scarcely chilled to-day, the fervors glow, 
Struck\to white heat by that electric blow, 
Which smote the golden spike and zoned the 

land. 
From dawn to sunset with an iron band. 

Great on the land, O Steam, thy marvels grow, 
And never more shall Time be reckoned slow. 
Since thy fleet wheels like circling planets spin, 
And everjrthing is done amid their din ; 
While o'er the seas thy potent spell is flung, 
And, prongs reversed, old Neptune's trident 

hung, 
AIJ rusted now, upon his cavern walls, 
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As deep to deep at thy enchantment calls. 
Across his emerald floors thy footsteps glide, 
And all his nymphs their charms in terror hide. 
Beneath his rage and heedless of his ire, 
Thy fingers weave the tracks of hidden fire, 
That glow with speech, two continents atween, 
And round the globe flash ^^ FeacCy good-will to 
meny 

And wonders still come trooping to my verse. 
As fifty years with Memory I rehearse. 
Whose thither bound:? lie back of arts to-day. 
Familiar grown as toys in childhood^s play. 
In olden time, with rare and patient skill. 
The painter wrought the portrait at his will ; 
Go now, and look defiance at the Sun, 
And, winking once or twice, your picture^s done • 
With magic box and subtle, chemic plate, 
No more the slow caprice of Time you wait : 
A dozen cards your honest likeness bear. 
And she may bless the Sun, whose face is fair ! 
For neither gold nor rank his pencil trips 
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At the plain truth, in homely eyes and lips. 
And not " the human face divine " alone, 
But face and form that Phidias wrought in stone, 
The Sun, turned artist, draws with magic grace. 
And doubly paints for us the moon's fair face, 
While on our walls, and in our albums glow 
Bright photographs of all things fair below. 

Nor these alone; great deeds of science wrought 
And trophied arts with social marvels fraught, 
Our jubilee among the ages crown, 
Peerless in rank and matchless in renown 1 
Dearer to us. Alumni of this hill. 
One triumph more, my verse must help to fill. 
Reverent, I sing, with glad and grateful lays, 
Yet awed the while, Jehovah's lofty praise, 
For what His hand omnipotent has done 
In the dark lands beneath the Orient sun. 
For victories there vouchsafed to godly men, 
Armed here for fight in days beyond our ken ; 
The earliest fruits of toils and tears and prayers 
The oldest crowns our Alma Mater wears; 
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Wade and Kincaid, ^^ nobile fratrum par^^ 
Yet only first of a long line they are. 

It is not here, though fair the landscape lies, 
And tall and strong these classic buildings rise, 
It is not here the chiefest work is done, 
That gives us joy to-day for Hamilton. 
Where first her sons as Christ's true heralds went. 
On Burmah's plains stands her best monument. 
Just tithe of those whom she in knowledge nurst. 
Their steps pursued whom she to God gave first, 
And for her fifty years, her annals shine 
With fifty names in that illustrious line. 
Blessed half century of years and men. 
And fit to blazon with a seraph's pen! 
For mine too high but that my verse were 

naught 
With not one gleam of all their glory caught. 
Hark, how amid the jubilant strains I pour, 

» 

There claims brief space this sacred measure 
more : 
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Jubilee I 
To Heaven's high throne send up the song, 
In holy praise the hour prolong; 
Sweet tribute from this mighty throng, 
To Christ the Saviour be. 
Who gives us Jubilee; 
And to the lands beyond the sea ; 

Jubilee I 

Jubilee ! 
Lifted both heart and voice again. 
For holy gifts to humble men ; 
For fire of tongue and skill of pen, 
To Heaven in harmony 
With our glad jubilee, 
The voice of Burmah's ransomed be : 

Jubilee ! 

'Twas in the good old days I came, a boy, 
To these green heights, with warm ingenuous joy ; 
Eager to learn, and doubting not the skies. 
The very air I breathe, would make me wise ; 
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And when I heard yon streamlet's music first, 
Odes sweeter far than Castaly's it versed. 
To this dear hill I thought Olympus low, 
And had the choice been given me to go. 
To this or that, a little Greek to get, 
My heart was here, and has not wandered yet. 
For Jove's great name but little awe I knew. 
But to myself and truth, let me be true ; 
When him I saw who ruled this hill-top then, 
I deemed him more than Jupiter of men j 
His lofty mien, his locks like wing of night. 
His piercing eyes, " dark with excess of light ;" 
His beetling brow which o'er their splendors 

hung. 
On my young soul a spell of wonder flung, 
Which later grew to love with reverence blent. 
Through all his life and o'er his grave unspent. 
Dead on our rolls, and on the stone his name ; 
Yet Kendrick® lives in Alma Mater's fame. 

Unlike our chief, yet mating him in good, 
In my young eyes the sainted Hascall "^ stood 
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Dauntless in zeal and patient in his trust, 
In temper Christ-like, in his actions just ; 
No blazonry his simple deeds display ; 
He trod a steep and self-renouncing way: 
Greater in love than lore, yet skilled to teach 
The precious truths Christ's ministers should 

preach ; 
Worthy to bear that Belteshazzar's name 
Whose loyalty to God made lions tame ; 
His prayers and faith and charities and tears 
With sheaves are crowned, the fruit of fifty years. 

Before me throng, while thus the veil I draw, 
The living men whom first with fear I saw; 
Yet living now, though older, greater grown, 
I see again, with all my terror flown. 
CoNANT no more, like Hebrew Saul for height. 
Seems head and shoulders up above my sight, 
And although strange enough my word appears, 
I do not tremble now before our Sears! 
To Eaton once, I bent with timid bow. 
And by the arm I dare to take him now. 
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And tell him soon how well his speech was 

done, 
Though to long metre, like my verse, 'twas run ; 
While with our Grecian master, Kendrick 

hight, 
I cracked my jokes at tea, the other night. 
As if his voice had not been erst to me 
More fearsome than 17 7roA.v<^A.owr)Sos — sea. 
And the keen Spear, whose thrust I sought to 

shun. 
Pricks me ijp more, though ill my task be done. 
Good masters all, I pray your pardon be. 
That time has made you look less tall to me ; 
Not less indeed, but only less to fear, — 
Your wit and worth in older eyes appear. 

A very boy I sought this prophets' school. 
Exception rare, nay, single to the rule, 
That they who came to study in its halls. 
Must have, beside their own, their church's calls. 
Except my youth, I know no reason why 
They let your poet slip unlicensed by, 
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Unless the rhymes I wrote in Raymond's class, 
With large poetic license, helped me pass. 
However this may be, erelong I know, 
The College doors began more broad to g^owj 
The license-law — a figure, soon, of speech — 
Was honored less by keeping than by breach; 
And embryo lawyers, doctors, merchant-men, 
With preachers, mixed in incubation then; 
While here and there, pardon my plainness, 

please, 
Our Alma Mater nursed a few M. <C.'s, 
Though had she known the work she was about, 
I must believe she had not turned them out! 
Ah, fatal hour that let the rabble in^ 
And sprinkled sanctity, alas 1 with sin. 
Then college tricks, unknown here in the past, 
From single germs grew up and bourgeoned 

fast ; 
Till in their shade grave theologues reclined, 
And found their umbrage rather to their mind: 
And thus it fell this College chrysalis — 
An institution ® sui generis — 
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Lapsed from its larva folds, essayed to fly, 
And soared a full blown b — University ! 

But all this sin was after I was done. 
And I went out a poor, unlettered son ; 
Though to our mother's credit be it said. 
When she her larva skin had fairly shed. 
And from her wings could drop her own de- 
grees, 
And let them fall wherever she should please. 
She pitied me and taught me how to say 
My A. B. — ab ; or sometimes B. A. — ba. 
And finding me a scholar apt to learn. 
In two more years gave me another turn; 
And higher still the alphabetic stem 
I climbed, until my range became A. M. 
Though, let me own, with undisguised chagrin, 
I missed some letters that occur between ; 
I don't know why — I never asked indeed. — 
She did not teach me any more to read : 
But I suppose it was for want of time. 
At least this reason helps me to a rhyme; 
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Or since the D*s and L*s in doublets go, 

She may have run so short of them, you know, 

That only those who couldn^t do without^ 

She thought worth while to have a care about; 

Good mother, evermore be this your rule ; 

Doctor the sick and make the empty full. 

But yesterday, I flattered me I*d made 

A happy hit in what IVe just now said ; 

And little dreamed of aught my sport to spoil. 

And make my shot upon myself recoil. 

It chanced on this wise — to be very brief: 

Among her sick and needing quick relief, 

Our mother counted me and sent her leech, 

To Doctor me with curious art and speech. 

My symptoms puzzled him and on his face 

A fine perplexity, inspired my case. 

When looking grave and shaking his wise head, 

"I think you must be — Ph. D." he said.' 

Trembling in ever)' limb, I stammered, " W-what?" 

But he was gone and answer there was not. 

This formula of cabalistic guise. 
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Perplexed in turn my wide distended eyes : 
What could it mean hMt physicked written short? 
Arsenicum et Nux^ perchance, I thought — 
(And took the dose as Gifford said I ought) ; 
And now again — I'm quite myself you see, 
And thank our Mother for her Ph. D. 

Some six sick brothers in the same sad need, 
With simpler symptoms, only got D-D'd. 
I hope they're well to-day and bless the leech 
Who Doctored them, though with such common 

speech. 
I know some patients make a great ado. 
And quite refuse to take the med'cine too ; 
But the prescription, somehow, they hold fast, 
And swallow it behind the door at last. 
For my own part, I don't refuse the pill. 
But I protest I do not take it ill 1 
And for the good our mother did to me — 
I ask her frankly, ** Mother ! what's your fee } 
Here are these rhymes, my only current notes, 
I know such scrip but light adventure floats; 
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Yet these I bring, to pay for my degree — 
Where rests the bargain pray — with you or me ?" 

This tedious pace, at which my verses go, 
*^ Heroic " may be, but I call it slow ; 
Suppose in quicker and alternate rhymes, 
I dwell a moment on the good old times. 

The good old times at Hamilton, 

When I was here a boy; 
I never pause to think upon. 

Without a thrill of joy. 

That things were somewhat primitive, 

I must indeed allow : 
Those good old times, you may believe. 

Were different from now. 

The village was a rural place. 

And rural fashions ruled j 
Its maidens they were fair of face, 

And very sweetly schooled. 
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And we who dwelt upon the hill, 
Were deemed such safe young men, 

The girls would visit us at will ; 
'Twas quite the fashion then. 

We were so good their dear mammas 

Invited us to tea ; 
Our credit with their wise papas, 

Was good as good could be. 

We got up chapel lectures then, 

With missionary ends j 
And found it sweet to go at ten. 

Home with our village friends. 

Twas very nice, in those old days. 

Our Chemistry to get 
In Mather's good old-fashioned ways: 
\ I'd like to do it yet. 

Down in the brick Academy, 
With all its pretty girls, 
3 
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And naught of Quaker rukj you see, 
Beards this side — that side curls I 

But beards and curls most fitly mixed, 

We learned Affinity ; 
And in our hearts its laws were fixed, 

A3 firm as firm could be. 

If Carbon were the theme, we'd find 
Diamonds in sparkling eyes. 

Brighter and purer to our mind 
Than Golconda supplies. 

The air was five parts Oxygen, 
Whatever the books might say ; 

Ah ! Chemistry, we learned it then. 
In quite a charming way. 

We lived in " Commons " on the hill ; 

Naught could more common be ; 
I would the " cottage '* stood there still. 

Type of frugality ! 
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Three tables there, of various grade, 

Three times a day were set ; 
One goodly meat and drink displayed, 

And one was plainer yet. 

The third (I never tried its fare) ; 

'Twas porridge day by day; 
Though many went, none lingered there. 

But gulped — and rushed away. 

For eighty cents a week they fed 

That porridge on per se ; 
For ninety, there was meat and bread; 

And for a dollar — teal 

No luxury beyond this last, 

No higher cost we knew ; 
If chargeable with living fast, 

'Twas hurrying to get through. 

Great fault with colleges is found, 
That nothing fresh they teach; 
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Only dead languages abound, 
And ancient modes of speech. 

The clamor rings for modern arts, 

And practical ideas ; 
Till Homer's ghost, and Livy's starts, 

And Euclid's stops his ears. 

Now let me sing in these rude rh3rmes, 

To Alma Mater's praise, 
How bravely, in the good old times, 

She led in these new ways. 

She had a manual-labor shop, 

With implements at will ; 
Where those who chose to hew and chop, 

Could have of Art their fill. 

While some of frugal living plained. 

Some others planed to live ; 
Those nothing saw but leanness gained. 

These by the saw did thrive. 
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Those halls of Industry no more 

Their scanty wage afford j 
Boards helped her sons to pay before, 

And now they pay for board. 

Then Architecture too she taught — 

Not theories alone : 
Our hands her solid precepts brought, 

And built them up in stone. 

Our skill was shown in yon gray walls — 

Scarce grayer now than we j 
And in these woods fair dwelling halls, 

Mark our free-masonry. 

All honor then to Hamilton, 

Whose Technics led the van ; 
And may she reap a wide renown 

In works she well began. 

Too long my lays of those old times, 
Those dear old times to me ; 
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Of which I weave a thousand rhymes, 
And sing to Memory. 

One theme too few this festal song would zone 
If with its warblings free should blend no tone 
Of Jubilee, no gratulation sweet. 
That on this hill, this happy day we meet: 
That these green slopes, hallowed by prayer 

and vow. 
To sacred use, have lapsed not to the plough; 
That we, the sons of Alma Mater named, 
Are not in orphanage, bereaved and shamed. 
Such fatal harm, in Fate's dread balance hung,^^ 
A sickly gloom o'er our fair history flung; 
And thousands sat oppressed within the shade. 
Wept for the woe, and God's deliverance prayed. 
Their tears and prayers availed, God's succor 

came. 
The peril passed, all glory to His name! 
O 1 had these lands divorced from Learning been, 
And these fair halls despoiled of Wisdom's 
sheen. 
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Though from the wrack another school had 

sprung, 
What should have hushed the taunts of Time's 

true tongue? 
What fame of Rochester, though broadly toned, 
Had the deep wrongs of Hamilton condoned ? 
Better to us, Alumni of this hill, 
That plenteous fruits our mother's lap should 

fill. 
Than honors heap to flout the stars above. 
On other schools we were not born to love ! 

Fain would I sound a strain of later years. 
And sing how Alma Mater now appears, 
As with the pilgrims of the past I trace 
The old and new in her beloved face, 
Loving the old, but giving yet the new. 
Just meed of praise and approbation due. 
But should I pay my measures out at will, 
The shades of night would find me singing still, 
Though much I doubt but I should sing alone. 
Daylight and you together spent and gone. 



1 ^^^^^ V 
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So lest my lay mock the new Cable's length, 
And lack alone its thrilling life and strength; 
I'll cut it soon, and at the welcome halt, 
Yours be the task (not mine) to find the "ya«//;" 
Yet let it run, a few more knots of time, 
Since still they come, the signals flashed in 

rhyme ; 
While from my heart, through all your glisten- 
ing eyes. 
The swift electric pulse of feeling flies. 
One message more, or be it two or three, 
You'll not refuse, so that you get them "free." 

O happy youths ! (thus runs dispatch the first), 
Who by our Alma Mater now are nursed, 
Her fifty years of age and lore and skill, 
Which shed their glory on this ancient hill. 
Demand of you by scholarship to show. 
How more she's wise to teach and you to know : 
Not less indeed than Crichtons you should be 
Who take her high degrees Post-Jubilee : 
Below her attic honors none should lodge. 
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Her chiefs wise laws none ever seek to Dodge. 
And though whom Eaton leads may well be 

quick, 
Nor they be slow who feel the Spear's sharp 

prick, 
Let none in folly or in vice be "fast," 
Or noble gifts in ways ignoble waste : 
With Beebee roam Ecclesice terras o'er, 
Like other heeSy still gathering precious store : 
With OsBORN learn of science more than we, 
In Mather's simple days, of Chemistry : 
At sweet Siloa's brook with Arnold scan 
God's holy Oracles revealed to man 1 
By Lewis led, from English letters learn 
The knack of " thoughts that breathe and words 

that burn;" 
With Andrews wage Homeric battles o'er. 
Or from the " Clouds " draw down Hellenic 

lore ; 
Of birds and bugs in every clime that fly, 
With Bickford trace their genealogy ; 
While JuDSON woos you to Etrurian fields. 
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Whose classic soil rich sheaves of learning yields ; 
Till Latin, Greek, and- Hebrew well rubbed in, 
With Physics mixed and Logic, clear and thin, 
Like Greek athletes in old 01>Tnpian strife, 
You start to win the crowns of noble life. 
But hush ! in vain the keys my fingers urge, 
The signs drop slow and sink into 

A DIRGE. 

Aye, muffle the joy-bells and sadden their tone, 
Our hearts and our memories belong not alone 
To themes of delight, till these moments are 
flown. 

Ring a knell for our heroes who fell in the 

fight, 
That thickened to woe in Rebellion's dark night. 
And palled with its fears Freedom's banner of 

light. 

For their courage of heart and their prowess of 
hand. 
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For their high faith in God and their love of 

their land, 
For their life-blood poured forth like the ebb 

on the strand! 

Ring a knell for our loss of such brothers as 

they, 
Whose places of honor are vacant to-day ; 
And only their dear names we wreathe with the 

bay. 

Stelligeri sunt, on the roll of our dead, 
Stelligeri sunt, in the heavens overhead, 
Where their souls on the pinions of victory fled 

A knell for our loss, but a paean of pride. 
That so noble they lived, so heroic they died ; 
And shrined in our love their sweet virtues abide. 

Words for the hour are crowding on the line ! 

Brothers, this place is only not divine, 

Not Heaven's gate, but far along the road — 
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A Beulah whence we glimpse the blest abode, 
The higher school, where Wisdom's pillars rise 
And prop the dome of broad, unfathomed skies; 
Of whose pure light the shadows here alone, 
Science, Philosophy, and Art, are known: 
To whose degrees of honor who would reach| 
Must catch the shibboleth of Heaven's sweet 

speech, 
Drink at the fount of Love divinely free ; 
And of the school of Christ a graduate be. 

We have come up from earth's turmoil and 

dust 
(Too brief our stay to let our weapons rust), 
And duty's strife ere yet again we wage, 
Hand clasped in hand, be this our mutual gage, 
.That for the Right alone the sword we wield; 
That to the Wrong our flag we never yield; 
That by the cross on which our Master died. 
We victory win o'er Passion, Sin, and Pride; 
That at the grave we conquer when we fall. 
And all our life-work gain in losing all: 
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True to the last, to God and self and her, 
Our mother, teacher, friend, and Truth's inter- 
preter. 

Faint grow the throbs of the electric bond. 
That holds us here in love and friendship fond. 
One tender message more, and soft and low. 
From heart to heart the failing signals go: 

We are glad and sad together : 

Glad for this dear meeting. 

Sad that time 's so fleeting ; 
But we scarce know whether 

Most to joy, or most to sorrow. 

When we think upon to-morrow. 

We shall be sad to-morrow. 

When the Jubilee is finished; 

But grief will be diminished. 
And solace come to sorrow. 

In the thought of all the glory 

Of our Alma Mater's story. 
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Our farewells must be spoken, 

Spoken low to-morrow, 

But above all sorrow, 
There will swell unbroken. 

Vows, that time and distance never, 

Shall our faithful hearts dissever. 

When we to graduation 

From Life's stern school are bidden, 

Our weaknesses all hidden 
In God's divine salvation; 

May we take degrees in glory, 

Nor vain nor transitory. 

And when of God's great college 

High festival is holden. 

Before its altars golden. 
We'll stand complete in knowledge ; 

While Heaven's jubilee chorus — 

Breaks with its raptures o'er us. 



NOTES. 



1 " Your rick largess^ Colgate and Trevor y flows, ^^ -^ Each of 
these gentlemen contributed $25,000 to the ** Jubilee Fund " 
which was completed at the late Festival. Mr. James Col- 
gate has been also a generous patron in other directions, 
and especially in the Department of Natural History, now 
in charge of Professor Bickmore. 

2 « WeUl think with joy of Payne^ — Judge Samuel 
Payne settled on the University grounds in 1796, while 
the country was yet a wilderness. In 1826 the gift com- 
memorated in this " Legend " was made. He died in 1843 
at the age of 83 years. His wife, Betsey Payne, died in 
1850 at the great age of 86. 

^** Brought store of fame to Copenhagen's son?"* — In the 
year 18 19 Professor Oersted, of Copenhagen, made his 
famous discovery which formed the basis of the science of 
Electro-magnetism. He observed that currents of gal- 
vanic electricity affected the position of a magnetic needle 
brought near them ; and from this simple fact has grown up 
the philosophy that has enriched the world with many great 
scientific marvels, of which the electric telegraph is the 
crowning one. 

* " The venturous youths who came, a single pair,'' — Jon- 
athan Wade and Eugenio Kincaid in 1818. 
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^ ** But nowy alas / no railway in our valeJ*^ — ^There are at 
present two railways by which the visitor may approach 
Hamilton, one terminating at Oriskany Falls, a distance of 
ten miles, and the other passing the village four miles to the 
eastward. The former road, it is supposed, will be continued 
to Hamilton within twelve months, and so make the beauti- 
ful place easily accessible. 

® " Yet Kendrick lives in Alma Mater's fame^ — Nathan- 
iel Kendrick, D. D., died in 1848, aged 72. 

' " In my young eyes the sainted Hastall stood.^^ — DANIEL 
Hascall died 1852, aged 70. 

** " An institution sui generis" — Its title from 1819 to 1846 
was "Hamilton Literary and Theological Institu- 
tion," and its almost exclusive purpose was to prepare 
young men for the work of the Gospel ministry. 

® " / think you must be — Ph. 2?., he said^"* — The word 
that Alma Mater had honored the bard with this unusual 
degree, reached him in the hour of severe physical ailment, 
and on the eve of the Jubilee, involving him in the some- 
what perplexing necessity of adapting his verse to the occa- 
sion. 

"^^ " Such fatal harm y in Fate*s dread balance hung" — From 
1847 to 1850 inclusive, the question of the "removal" of 
the Institution to Rochester was under discussion. A Re- 
moval Act was passed by the Legislature in 1848, which in 
1850 was repealed, and a degree of perpetual injunction 
against removal was issued. The friends of " removal " es- 
tablished a new college in Rochester, with which several of 
the Hamilton professors became associated. In 1851 the 
University was reorganized, and commenced a new career 
of prosperity. 
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